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heart. He was mischievous, lively, charming, as only a
Neapolitan can be. He sat down to the harpsichord, and
sang Neapolitan songs which made us die with laughing.
Teresa had only eyes for him and for me, but from timfc
to time she caressed her husband, saying—
'There is no happiness except in the company of those
one loves best.'
I invited all my friends in Florence to dine with me,
and had ordered a sumptuous dinner at my inn. La Corti<
celli, the pretty figurante I have already mentioned, accom-
panied by her mother and brother, were the first to arrive.
The old woman told me that she never allowed her daugh-
ter to dine with strangers unless her brother and she were
included in the invitation.
'You can take her away then at once,' said I, 'or you can
accept this ducat, and go and dine with your son wherevef
you choose, for I don't want either him or you.'
She took the ducat and went away, saying suavely that
she was sure she was leaving her daughter in good hands.
The daughter made such amusing comments on hei
mother's behaviour directly her back was turned, that I took
to her then and there. She was only thirteen, and so slight
that she did not look more than ten. She was well made,
lively, quick, and extraordinarily fair for an Italian.
Another of my guests was the actress Redegonde, from
Parma. She was really the sister of my footman, and it
was comical to see the gravity with which the tall felloe
stood behind his sister's chair.
I called for Abbe Gama, and we went together to
Marshal Botta's to dine. Here I met the English resident,
the Chevalier Mann, the idol of Florence. He was very
rich, and, though English, very amiable, intelligent, and a
lover of the arts. I paid him a visit at his house, and saw his
beautiful gardens, furniture, pictures, and choice books.
About this time a Russian named Iwanoff wrote to nw
from Pistoia asking me to cash a draft for him in Florence,
which city, for certain reasons, ha was afraid to visit. H^

